WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY
A keen, new sound Is in the air, — Know ye a poet's coming is the old world's judgment day!
To Richard Watson Gilder
51 WEST IOTH Sx, NEW YORK, April 17 [1905].
DEAR ME. GILDER,
At the risk of seeming ungracious, and insensible of the honor which you have planned to do me, I am going to ask you to publish the poem in the Atlantic without my initials. I do so because of no boyish mock-modesty, but because I know in the bottom of my heart that I have not yet reached a point in the practice of our divine art which entitles me to this sort of public recognition from a man like you. Even if you are ardently and generously minded enough to think otherwise, I beg that you will yield to my own deep feeling in the matter, which I express only after long thought. Try to ascribe my rejection of the honor to a sentiment no less magnanimous than the one which prompted you to extend it, mid            me
Always faithfully yours, WM. VAUGHN MOODY. 153GILDER X
